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PASTORAL SOLILOQUT. 


Jac happy, who free from Ambition and Pride, 


1. a rural Retreat, has a quiet Fire Side; 

ve my Fire Side, there I long to repair. 

And drink a delightful Oblivion of Care: 

Oh! when ſhall I ſcape to be truly my own, 

From the Noiſe, and the Smoke, and the Buſtle of Town. 
Then I live, then I triumph, whene'er I retire 

From the Pomp and Parade that many admire: | 

Hail the Woods and the Lawns, ſhady Vales, ſunny Hills, 
And the warble of Birds, and the murmur of Rills, 

Ye Flow'rs of all Hues that embroider the Ground, 

Flocks feeding, or friſking in Gambols around; 


Scene 


* 1 

Scene of Joy to behold! Joy that who would forego, 
For the Wealth and the Power a Court can beſtow ; 
| 1 have ſaid it at Home, I have ſaid it Abroad, 

| That the Town is Man's World, but that this is of God; 


Here my Trees cannot flatter, Plants nurs'd by my Care, 


Pay with Fruit or with Fragrance, and incenſe the Air ; 


, Here contemplative Solitude raiſes the Mind, 


| Leaſt alone, when alone to Ideas refin d, 

| >4uthinks hid in Groves, which no Sound can invade, 
| Save when Philomel ſtrikes up her ſweet Serenade, 

[I refolve on the Changes and Chances of Things, 


| Pitying all bo ſubmit to be favour d by Ks. 


. 
Now] paſs with old Authors an indolent Hour, 
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| And reclining at Eaſe turn Demoſthenes Oer, 
Now facetious and vacant, I nurſe the gay Flaſk 
| N With a ſett of old Friends — who have nothing to aſk ; 
| Thus happy, I ſeck not of France or of Spain, 
[ Nor the Balance of Power, what Hand ſhall ſuſtain, 
I] The Balance of Power ? Ha! till that is reftor'd, 
| What ſolid Delight can Retirement afford ? 

Some muſt be content to be Drudges of State, 


That the Sage may ſecurely enjo 
„ 


his Retreat 


In Weather ſerene, when the Ocean is calm, 

It matters not much who preſides at the Helm : 

But ſoon as Clouds gather and Tempeſts ariſe, 

Then a Pilot there needs; a Man dauntle/s and wiſe. 
If ſuch can be found, ſure HE ought to come forth 
And lend to the Publick His Talents and Worth. 
Whate'er Inclination or Eate may ſuggeſt; 

If the State wants His Aid, HE has no Claim to reſt ; 
But who is the Man, a bad Game to redeem? 

He whom TURIN admires, who has PRUSSLZ's Eſteem, 
Whom the Spaniards have felt and whole Iron with Dread, 
Haughty LEWIS faw forging to fall on his Head. 
HoLLAND loves Him, nor leſs in the Nor all the Pow'rs 
Court, honour, revere, and the EMPRESS adores. | 
Hark! what was that Sound? for it ſeem'd more ſublime 
Than befits the low genius, of paltoral A 

Was it WIspou I heard! 0 of can Funes of the Brain 

Cheat my Eyes with a Dream? Hal fepeat me the Strain, 
Yes WisDoM I hear thee ; | thou deſign'ſt to declare 
Mx, Mx, the ſole ArLAs to prop the whole Sphere, 
ThyVoice ſays, or ſeems in ſweet Accents to ſay, 
Haſte, and fave finking Britain; reſign'd I obey ; 1 
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Ah O! witneſs ye Powers, that Ambition and Pride 
Have no Share in this Change for I love my Fire Side. 
Thus the SHEPHERD ; then throwing his Crook away fteals 


Direct 7o St. FAME Ss and takes up the Seals, 
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